THE    STAR-SPANGLED    MANNER
Smith. The first is this - that residence in a sky-
scraper tremendously intensifies her individuality.
Mrs. Smith, forced to ascend every day to the twen-
tieth floor, where she owns an apartment precisely
similar to five hundred apartments in the same build-
ing, decorated on the wholesale system, utterly
removed from the natural, lovely things of the
earth - Mrs. Smith is yet a woman, and she has a
soul. And so, say the first school of theorists, she
draws into herself, creates a protective husk against
her neighbours, and as she closes her front door
(simultaneously with the closing of five hundred
other front doors in the building), she mentally
annihilates her neighbours, above her, below her,
around her. She goes to the window and she looks
out over the great city, stretching in valleys and
ravines below her, and she tells it to go to hell. She
walks through her little apartment and she says
'this is mine, mine^ and not all the millions of New
York can take it away from me.'
The other school of theorists see it from a very
different point of view. Theirs is the belief which
apparently animated the creators of that remarkable
German film Metropolis. They see these skyscrapers
set as in a ballet, with vast crowds revolving mechani-
cally in and out of them, moving like clockwork,
their arms and legs making" stilted gestures, their
minds moulded in the manner of marionettes. They
see a hundred Mrs. Smiths walking, in strict time,
to the door of the elevator. It is opened by a man
with a face like a mask. A light blinks, a bell rings,
the elevator leaps skywards. In it stand a hundred
64